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Shadowed by the highway and its alien lights, you might believe a 
girl stands in the window, her face kissing the glass as she 
contemplates a dream as vivid as orange peel and ammonia, the first 
hit of morning cold: bloody hands on a bridal gown. And a child, 
hanged by a rope of her own hair, porphyria red. 
Framed as though ph_otographed, the girl emerges in the half-light, · 
and speaks to you of the darkness of hallways and locked doors 
before disappearing in a blink. In a memory, her ghosting seems to 
recite whispers about inmates whose horrors scrape and drag along 
the stone walls, beautiful and destructive like tornadoes. 
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